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Lucien Muratore, Whose “Inconsiderate” Conduct Toward Cavalieri
Broke Her Heart and Sent Her to the Tranches.

of living beauties, hae gone to the

Italian frontier to become g nurse
for her wounded countrymen and their
foes.

A patriotic act, yon say? A tender,
womanly deed? It i= both; ves, Bul not
alone these. What sent the incomparable
Cavalleri to the front s to her more than
love of country, more than pitying
womanliness. She haa gone to the
trenches to try to heal, and mend, her
broken hegrt,

Lite has disappointed La Belle Cava-
lerl,. Marriage has disappointed her,
Rabert Winthrop Chanler, to whom she
was briefly wedded, disappointed her.
Lucien Muratore, or marriage, or love,
or both of the last combined in the tenor
spouse, have proved her lutest and great
est disappointment,

I'nat which France denied her own
country has granted, For half o yvear the
beautiful one has been on her Enees to
the allles to permit her to serve the
cause as a nurse, That was all ahe sald:
*I would serve your cause as g nurse.”
But France [or two ressons declined her
affer. France, aa other countriss In-
volved in the great carnlval of human
slaughter, is discovering that pretiy,
pampered women who attached them
selves L0 thée hospitals in feld or camp,
Are more egrnest than they are helph
Tralned nurses, of grimmer guality, com
plain that the solt-handed women of un
disciplined lives are a hindrapce to ef
fciency. They faint when a man is ocar
ried in minus an eye or a feature, They
slocken at sight of blood, They are flung
Into hysteries by the sound of groans.

That 18 what the nurses assert. A it
tle discount may be made for nerves at
the tension which those of the traincd
nurges reach. But it plainly represents
the attitude of the hospltsl graduates and

l INA CAVALIERI, the most famous

experience-seasoned nurses, They are a
bit impatient with the lily-hgnded women
who offer their ald

But there was anotlier reason wl
France declined the sorvices at the sl
bed of the lovely Cavallerl, Franes
its Muratore. Lurh Muratore, the b
band of La Cavalerl is one ol e 1
most tenors of Frano Repeatedly hi
it been sgid thu:r Cavalleri had shoe
petulunce toward him In pub 1r
knows that It §& the lovely one's caprl

to bebave lmperivusly toward bher lord.
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In Paris they revel, in the few relaxed
moods that permit revelling, in a word
borrowed from thelr English allies to
describe the relations of meek men and
imperious wives. The word Is ‘henpecked.’
Paris applles it to Muratore and his
celebrated wife. France does not waant

{ts tenor made unhappy. Tenors are rare
plants in the garden of musile. They
must be cherished. Marital unhappiness
affects the volce, Should Cavallerl de
sert her Muratore, who knows? His
volce might desert him, too, or it might
be his miserable fancy to sing no mors,
His vocul chords might go into mourn-
ing. Politely, therefore, but firmly, France
declined her services.

La Bells Cavallerf bethought her then
of her own country, Italy, at, which she
had been for some mysterious reason
piqued; Italy, which she sald she would
never sgain revisit; Italy might accept
the remainder of the life of her sorrow-
Ing daughler,

To an officer at Roms she wrote. Once
he had melted as wax in her hands, He
would remember? e would understgnd?
Perhaps. S8ilence for a time, then & let-
ter from the officer, brief, but hopeful
“l shall do my best! Walt"™ More
allence. Long, eager walting by the prima
donna, who sang no longer because her
heart was heavy., And then the summons.

Lina Cavalier] Murgtore packed away
all her priceless gowns, like cobwebs of

Hyer und gold; all her frost-like laces;
all her jewels that were ke tiny moons
and stars, She closer her chateau, to
which she had been woni to iy when
she thought she required solitude. With
one trunk, instead of the thirty with which
ahe crossed the Atlantle, and dressed
aaverely In blgck, she took tralm from
Parie for Rome. B8he had had ber im-
perions way She bad gone to the
trenches,

It mattered little to her, she told the
two or threa frfends who asccompanied
heér to the station, whether or not she re
turned,

I want to forget,” she sald; “and 1 am
ling to be forgotten™

t cannot be gald of Lueclen Muratora

at lie bhas besn unfaithful It plegsed

Cavplleri to he enraged when Fate, the

placed Muratore and his for-

e satme stage al & couoert

) . after he had taken Lina Cuv-
mileri for lilm second spouvse! Of & car-
tajnty this was Fate's fault, not Murs-
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Mme, Cavalieri,

Living Beauty,
She Was When She

Became

The Beautiful, Classic, but Saddened Face of Cavalieri, from
a Recent Photograph.

————

The True Story of How
the World’s Greatest Living
Beauty Is Seeking Forget-
fulness from the Cruel

Memories of

Her Latest

Uncongenial Husband

tore's. But it put nis second and more
beautiful wife In & rage Hage, tears,
then sullenners, the cyele of Irritable
wifehood. Murgtors thought of the mar-
tyrs and sighed, Then again began the
cyele, It was when rage had subsided
and tears had dried, In the sullenness

that Is like the ebb of the tide, that Sig-
nor and Signora Muratore salled from
Amerien for France, and in her apdieus
the bride railed at murriage—yes, and
at love,

“Happiness! In marriage! You who
expect that are chasing the mirage."

Her face was turned absolutely towgrd
the mea. Her husband gazed pensively
upon her beautiful profile with an ag
grieved, husbandly, how-can-I-pleass-her
expression. "] have never known peacs,"
exclaimed Cavalleri And they salled
away, Bul not, it appears, to peace,

From thelr home, the honse which Cava
Herl owned befare he wed her, came ro
mors of ickerings with Luclen Muratore

“But when was marrlage ke a mil
pond? That would be pbominable, be
oause uninteresting,’” sald PTaris

Parls remembered what Cuvalleri had
long held aboul marriage, {or she did oot
early begln her marrving

“I mhall never marey,” she Wad sald
"for the very bhesl of repsgons. Wial sorl
of man would marry u star of the stage?
Elther e would be a commanding per
sonage who would bid her leave her tri
umphs forever or he would he o poor
creature sultable only to carry her shawl
and travelling bng I should hanie the
one and despise the other o, for Cava
lerl there would e no happiness o mar
ringe."

Yot Cavallerl did marry, First, she
took for & hushand the eccentric painter
Robert Winthrop Chanler, Sherift of
Putchess County and reputlidd possessor
of many millions, 11 was not long befare
the American prima donne discovered
that her husband was uncongenial

“He bas g0 loud a volee, He looks and
hehaves like a big, shaggy bear, And he
finds fault with me, Cavalierl, He com
plainse when old friends cull upon me,”
she seld In furious amazement

The American had, Indeed suid harsh
things when he called at a hosplial and
found a Russlan prince at his bride's bed-
glde. The prince had roitrested, albeit,
with smllea and bows. Her husband had
remained to “make a scene” that caused
her head o ache. Aud she had bade hilm
begone,

And there was Alexandre, her son, six
teen and (nl]l and bhundepome, a larger re
plica of herself. The Awerican Jdisitked
him, resented him, would have none of
him, which was, the diva thought, un-

reagonable trestmient of one aecustoncd

in all thinga to having her own way
And there was the mones Ab. the

money! The american haud promissd

her evervihing, and had not her dear
American friend, Mrs. Henlamin Guin
ness, told her he was of the Ameriean
aristoeracy and had dollars that could
not be counted, so muoy there were?

And Mre, Cuinness, who lived in the
beantiful house on Washington Square
whers artists and soclety met, assuredly
Mra. Guinness knew.

A brief honeymoon in Paris and Chan-

ler sailed for New York. Cavalierl in.
vestignied. BShe learned that most of the
property he had made over to her was in
trust, Her husband was thoughtless in
matters of money. Which to Lina Cava-
Herl was & strong polnt In uncongen-
fality.

Bhe found him #o uncongenial that he
never returned to Parls and the inter-
ventlon of her brother, Oreste, and of
numberous lawyers was needed to “ad-
Just differences” At last It was an-
nounced that “differences had been ad-
jusied,” but only in a monetary way.
Cupld, alarmed by the intensity of the
uncongenlallty, spread his wings for
Hight,

Hald Cavallerd: "A woman must marry
one of her own class and tastes™

“Alb!" mald Paris, brightening. “She
menns Murilore,”

And mo, It seems, sho did, but Mura-
tore, whose volce had been compared
with Muario's, “that could soothe & soul
in purgatory,” was still married.

in time that due, or overdue, disability
was removed, Muratore, through the ald
of the courts, was unmarried. And
speedily Ling Cavallerl became Signore
Muratore

A\ Your or two and now-—the trenches.
Why? The snswer may be found in
o oftrepeated refections by Signora
Murutore

“I have had everything life has to give.
Iy every rule and stupdard of the world
| should bave been happy. But listen to
the truth as 1 shall spoak it to you. The
only happlpess | have known has been
In  aotlcipation — snticlpation of the
things that | expected would bring hap-
piivss—and did not.

“My beauty? Bometimes [ have hated
it. but 1 have nlways tuken care of it

“Love, of course, there has been. It
has been chiefly an Interruption in my
urtistie career. I I8 o terrible word—a
terrible thing

“Love s a consuming fire. It sleses
on averything in one and gives back It
Tli"'-h-r little

“Love i3 & torment, an exaction, s
bheautiful flower which secretes a polson.
How, for lnsiance, we learn 10 hate with
plercing, nervetearing hatred, the faults
of those we love!™

What are Muratore's faults? Paris,
that loves him, suys he has none. They
gay he I8 the devoted lover of his wife.
But in that may be his fault. For La
Cavallerl has sald that she wished a con.
slderate comrade ruther than an ardent
lover

At all events, Muratore is uncongenial
her latest uncongenial companion—and
she has fled bim for the (renches—pers
haps o death in the trenches. For the
bullets of the enemy areé inconsiderate,
striking down the purse instead of the
soldier. Fate may again show herpelf
the bungler,
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